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have charged the beaters—that would have meant
four or five men killed quite likely.'*
" Who was it clapped his hands ? "
" My father ; he's in the tree at the foot of the
hill. The tiger must have broken cover towards
him and looked like crossing the line. He wanted
to head it off in your direction."
A roar just in front of me drowned the tumult of
the beaters who were steadily advancing towards
us, playing all their instruments full blast and
constantly discharging shot-guns into the air.
There was another roar, from the same spot.
" Isn't there still a risk of his charging the
beaters ? "
"Yes, and all the greater now he's found out
where our line is. He knows he's cornered ; that's
the moment he's most dangerous. Be ready to
fire."
Ready to fire ! I inwardly protested. Haven't
I been ready for an hour or more, my nerves on
edge, struggling as best I can to keep up a salutary
optimism ? Why should the tiger choose to come
again under my tree ? The jungle's dense, I can
hardly see a thing. And even if he comes within
easy range, as my friend seems to expect, isn't
there the hideous possibility that I may miss him ?
The whole beat was got up especially for my benefit.
All the long preparations, the fleet of cars that
brought us here from the palace—and then the old
Maharaja turning out in person despite his age and
his thousand-and-one duties, all those officers and
elephants sent from the capital, not to mention
the three hundred beaters—supposing it all came
to nothing ! Supposing by some clumsy gesture
I let down all their plans ! I know that no one
except myself is authorized to fire. I have two

